264                        CLEMENCEAU
MYSELF : And the desert ?
CLEMENCEAU : It's strange. I've crossed it. Carcasses
of camels, varieties of white partridges. . . . There are
plenty of things to die of. Once I was sleeping in a train;
it was like sleeping in an oven. There was one of us who
had an ingenious idea. In order to get to sleep he lay
down outside on the ground. Then some people came
along. He received a heavy shower of blows with
cudgels. ... He didn't do it again.
I went to Berber. It's there they take the indiarubber
from Port Sudan on the backs of camels. It's a very
impressive business. Under a tent you have women who
roll the balls of gum between their fingers and throw them
in the air to rid them of dust. As the tent is traversed by
the rays of the sun, the result is millions of stars dancing
silently. Go and see it.
MYSELF : But you've been everywhere. . . .
CLEMENCEAU : I have been to all the places where they
said it would perhaps be better not to go. They are
very nice, very kind people, but you feel that for a yes or
no they might cut your throat; they don't attach the least
importance to this gesture.
MYSELF : What is the most beautiful thing you saw ?
CLEMENCEAU: Oh, the second cataract. A volcano
of black stones. Did I ever tell you this ? Our boat, a
little steamer, got out of order, nearly foundered- An
Arab came to tell us that it was going down. It was
certainly the last place for a shipwreck. For there wasn't
anything there. ... I heard them tapping on iron. They
patched it up again as best they could, thanks to which
the boat was able to wait till it reached port before going
to the bottom.
MYSELF: AndKarnak?
CLEMENCEAIJ : Well, at Karnak you see columns formed